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The Answer Has No Page Two

Every category built on place and maker is being
blended to the mean. One of them invented the defense,

and it is sitting on the deepest inventory in the store.

BY AUSTIN RIPMASTER

Every buyer now carries an advisor. It lives in the phone. It has read
everything ever written about your category: every review, every listicle,
every back label, every About page, including yours. It never sleeps, never
takes a margin, and does not care about your media plan. It has never used a
single product it recommends. It has only read about them. And it already
makes more purchase decisions every night than every salesperson in your

industry combined.

The categories with the most to lose are the ones built on place and maker.
Scotch, wine, Champagne, bourbon, coffee, olive oil, cheese: the provenance
categories, the ones whose entire price premium rests on the claim that this
thing comes from somewhere specific, made by someone particular.
Provenance is a story, stories live in language, and language is exactly what
the machine ingests. These categories didn't just enter the war. They are the

territory.
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Watch what the reader does to one of them. Ask it for a great Scotch. It works
like a bulk broker: buys language by the tanker, siphons every distillery's
words into one tank, and blends to the mean. Smooth. Smoky. Rich. Time-
honored. Handcrafted. Out comes the cuvée of the category, served under the
machine's house label, and every brand that wrote in rented words is in the
tank, indistinguishable on purpose, because indistinguishable is what a blend

is for.

Here is what should terrify and comfort these categories in equal measure:

they have all fought this war before, in liquid.

Scotch spent a century as anonymous blend, distilleries as nameless
industrial suppliers, until one house put a single malt forward in 1963: one
place, one still, nothing blended away. Sixty years later the single malt
carries the category's entire luxury margin. Bourbon ran the inverse fraud:
hundreds of craft labels, one distillery in Indiana, same juice, different fonts,
until courtrooms forced the fine print, and the record remembers the lawsuits
longer than anyone remembers the apologies. Japanese whisky got so good at
storytelling it ran out of whisky, filled bottles with imported bulk, and in
2021 had to write rules defining what its own name meant. In Champagne,
two tiny letters on a grower's label, RM, beat the great houses' proudly
placeless blends into the affection of every serious wine list in America,

without a media dollar.

And wine, the eldest of the family, wrote the original scripture. A century ago
its tanks were literal: honest names stretched with anonymous juice, labels
promising villages the wine had never visited. The fix became the category's
whole religion. Provenance. The named vineyard. The numbered bottle.
Estate bottling was never marketing. It was a signature that could not be

blended away.

Same verdict, every shelf, every time: the blend builds the volume, the

signature builds the value.



The same law now governs language, in all of these categories and yours.
There is bulk language and there is estate-bottled language. Committed to
sustainability is bulk: grown nowhere, owned by no one, priced accordingly.
The year your founder spent sweeping floors before anyone let her near the
machines is estate bottled. The batch you rejected and why. The 4 a.m.
decision. The machine can average bulk forever. It cannot average a fact that

exists in one place, because there is nothing to blend it with.

Notice, too, the difference between this adulteration crisis and the last one. A
century ago, stretching a product required a criminal. Today it is self-service.
Nobody is diluting these brands. They are diluting their own language,
voluntarily, in public, on their own websites, in copy so interchangeable the

machine doesn't even have to work.

Now, which of the provenance family holds the best seat for what's coming?

Wine, and it isn't close. The box seat, earned three ways.

Wine holds the deepest specificity inventory ever assembled: named
vineyards, blocks, vintages, families, soil series, an entire appellation
apparatus written into law, built for exactly this war a century early. Scotch
has regions; wine has rows. Every other category must invent its specifics.

Wine only has to publish them.

Wine ships new authorship annually. The vintage is a built-in narrative
engine: every year, a new documented story with a date on it, whether
anyone writes it down or not. No other category is handed fresh estate-

bottled material every twelve months by the weather.

And wine faces the most violent funnel, which sounds like a curse and is
actually the prize. More than ten thousand producers in America alone,
compressing into an answer that names three, maybe five. The old shelf gave
even the ignored bottle a facing. The answer has no page two. Where the

funnel is most violent, the delta between the first mover and the laggard is



the widest, and the first specific record doesn't just get retrieved, it becomes

the vocabulary the machine uses to describe everyone who arrives after.

For everyone outside the family, the diagnostic travels. Three variables set
your category's exposure. How fragmented is your shelf, because the
sentence only names a few. How anxious is the purchase, because anxiety
generates questions and questions generate exposure to whoever the answer
favors. How trained is your buyer to outsource the choice, because any
category that ran on gatekeepers, critics, scores, clerks, sommeliers, just
handed its flock a new shepherd. Score high on all three and you are,

functionally, wine.

Then notice that almost nobody, in any of these categories, is measuring any
of it. Dashboards exist for impressions, engagement, share of voice, and not
one line item for what the machine says when a customer asks the question.
A decade of budgets went to search optimization, which is bulk by definition:
keywords are, literally, the words everyone shares. The biggest houses are
structurally forbidden from the cure, because global consistency mandates
are averaging by policy, and legal review strips out the year, the name, the
mistake, everything interesting. The machine reads the record, not the media
plan, which means a forty-acre operation can out-write a global one for the

first time in a century, and the conglomerates cannot respond in kind.

The work, then, is not a rebrand and not a campaign. In the provenance
categories the specifics already exist, sitting in spec sheets, production logs,
and the patter the best people say out loud on tours, none of it written down

where the reader lives.

Decant the corpus. Let it breathe where the machine can read it. It pours
whoever wrote it down, and in every one of these categories, at this hour, that

is almost nobody.

Congratulations on the head start.



Austin Ripmaster is the founder of Rebel.Rebel, an independent research and

editorial practice for the retrieval age.
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